
Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

Per. I wittbeleeue you by the Tillable of what you fhalliU 
huer, yet giue me Icauc , how came you in thefe parts ? w hZ 

were you bred ? ” Cle 

Mar. TheKing my father did in Tharfntlc aue me 
Till crucll (fleon with his wicked wife, 

D id fecke to murder me ; and hauing wooed a villaine 
To attempt it, who hauing drawne to dooT, 

Acrcwot Pirats came and refeued pic. 

Brought me to Metaline. 

But good fir,whether will you haue me ? why do'you weepe ? 
It may beyouthinkc me an impofture, nogoodfaitb.Iamthe 
daughter of King Pericles, if good Kiug Pertdet be. 

Per. Hoe, Helhcar.us ? 

Hell. Calles my Lord ? 

Per. Them art a graue and noble Councellor, 

Moft wife in general! , tell me ifthou canft, what this reside ir, 
Or what is like to be, that thus hath made me weepe ? 

Hell. I know not but hercithe regent fir of Metdme , fpeaks 
nobly of her. 

Lyf fiae ncuer would tell her parentage. 

Being demanded that fbe would fic (till and weepe* 

Per. Oh PhtticaniisftuVt me honored fir, giue me a gafh , put 
me to prefent paine, leaft this great let of ioyesrufiiing vponme 
ore-beare thclhorcof my mortality, and drowse me with their 
fwcetneftc. Oh come hither. 

Thou that begetft him that did thee beget 
Thou that waft borne at fea,buried at 7 barfis. 

And found at fea againe : O HelUattaj, 

Downe on my. knees thanke the ho y god as loud 
As thunder threatens v$; this is OMenw. 

What was my mothers name ? tell me but that, 

For truth can ncuer be confirmd enough, 

Though doubts did cuejr fieepe. ~ 

Mar. Firft fir, I pray what is your Title ? 

Per. Lam Pericles ofTyre , but tell me now my 
Dro wnd Queenes name,as ia the reft you (aid, 

‘Thou haft bccne God-like perfeft.the fseire ofKiflgaOiHWs ] 

J ‘ AjjjI 
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Pericles prince of Tyre. 

And another like to Pericles thy father. 

Mar. I* it no more to be your daughter,then to fay,my Mo- 
thers namewes lhaifa, lhaifa was my mother, who did end the 
minute I began. 

Prr. Now blefling on thee,nfe, thou art my childe. 

Giue mefrefh garments, mine ownc Helbca*us, fa 6 '*" 01 -* „ 
at lbarfMS,zs fhe Ihould haue bene by fauag c Cleon , lhee than 
tell the all, when thou ftialt kncele,and iuftifie in know ledge, the 
is thy very Princes who is this t 

Heti. Sir tis the Goucrnor of Metdme , who hearing of your 
melancholy j did come to fee you* . 

Ptr. I embrace you giue me my robes ; 

I am wild in my beholding. Oh heauen bleffe my giric. 

But hearke.what Muficksthis HeRicaaus , uty (Jnarina, 

Tell him ore point by point, for yet hefeemes to dote, 

How fufe you are my daughter, but wher’a this Muficke ? 

Hell, My Lord, I heare none. 

Per. None, the Muficke of the fpheares, lift my Uidarina. 

Lyf. Itis not good to croffcbim giue him way. 

Per. Rareft founds do ye not heare ? 

Lyf Muficke my Lord, I heare. 

Per. Moft heaueniy muficke 
It nips me vuto liftening, and thicke (lumber 
- Hangs vpon mine eyes.let me reft. 

Lyf A pillow for his head, foleaue him all. 

Weil my companion friends , if this but anfwcrcto my iuft bc- 
Iicfe,ile well remember you. 

Diana. 

DianMy Temple ftands in Ephefas, 

Hie thee thcther,and doe vpon mine Altar facrifice.There when 
my maiden priefts are tnettogether.before-all the people reueale 
how thou at fea didft lofe.thy wife,to mournc thy crofie with thy 
daughters call and giue them repetition to the like , or perfornie 
my bidding, or thon liueft in woe, doo’t,and happy by my filucr 
bow, awake and tell thy dreame. 

dPcr, Celeftiai©/<*» Goddcffe Argentine, 

Lwiil obey thee : HeRicMtts. 


Hell. Sir. 


Pen 
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